CHAPTER 40 


May 23, 2011 


“Yo Justin. You ready to--Oh what the fuck!” 


Yosuke had just made his way to the front gates of the school. He was running a 
little bit late, which was a particularly bad thing today. Soeeches were supposed to 
take place first-thing in the morning. Yosuke was a little surprised to see Justin 
leaning against the wall to the entrance to school, rather than getting ready for his 
speech. That wasn’t what had surprised him, though. What had surprised him was 
the sight of Justin smoking not one, but two cigarettes at the same time. 


“What?” 

“Dude, are you TRYING to kill yourself?” 

“What do you want me to say? | get really bad stage fright.” 
“TWO!?” 

“Hey Yosuke, you want to give your speech with a black-eye?” 


Yosuke sighed a bit before pushing his way past Justin into the main building. Justin 
laughed slightly before taking another drag at his cigarettes. It was unhealthy as all 
fuck, not to mention he couldn’t see shit over the excess of smoke, but goddamn 
his nerves were a mess. It wasn’t even just the speech he was nervous about 
anymore; it was what had happened yesterday along the riverside. It was good to 
get all of that stuff off his chest but... Damn, it seemed all he could think about was 
what he had said. And to Chie of all people, no less. | mean, if he wanted anyone to 
know that stuff, it probably would be Chie; but what if she had reacted entirely 
differently to Justin’s story? Him telling all that stuff to her... It could have gone 
horribly wrong. What the hell had to be the matter with him to take a risk like that? 


He sighed slightly throwing both cigarettes on the ground and stomping them out 
with his shoe. He probably should have done one at a time, as he could practically 
feel the lit ends from each melting through his foot. Speeches were beginning in a 
few minutes, and he needed to make his way over to the auditorium, lest he be 
disqualified before he even spoke. His thoughts were racing back and forth. After 
the incident at the riverside yesterday he had spent all night trying to come up with 
a good speech. He only got a few hours sleep, and even then, that was so he 
wouldn't look like he had dark rings under his eyes at night. Chie helped him a bit, 
but in the end, he just scrapped all the lines she had come up with. They might 
have worked on convincing someone like her, but then, there really wasn’t anyone 
else like here in the world. 


He huffed slightly as he made his way to the auditorium door. He didn’t want to 
speak in front of the entire school. All their eyes upon him as he made an ass out of 
himself, putting himself at the mercy of their votes. But Yosuke simply could not 
win. Justin didn’t even care if he lost the election; he just wanted Yosuke to go down 
with him. He slowly pushed the door open to be greeted by the sight of four chairs, 
three of which were already occupied. He immediately recognized Yosuke, though 
not so much the other two. Though, based on the descriptions Justin had heard a 
few days prior, the one that was all dressed up like a goody-two shoe was probably 
Hisako, and the one wearing a track jacket and a bandage across his nose was 
probably Daisuke. Justin moaned slightly when he realized the only empty seat was 
the second in line to talk. He had hoped to go last; that way he could take a jab at 
all the other’s speeches. That was what he did best after all; but alas, it seemed 
faith was a cruel mistress. He slowly made his way over to his seat in-between 
Yosuke and Hisako. The auditorium was already starting to fill up with students. 
Justin groaned slightly. He had thought it was a relatively small sophomore class at 
this school, but apparently not. 


“Hey, you're the new kid right?” 
Justin turned his head to the left to be met by the sight of the dressed up kid. 
“Huh? Oh, uh... Yeah. Name’s Justin.” 


He held his hand out to give the dressed up kid a hand-shake, though he was not 
met with a similar response. Justin would have withdrew his hand after realizing he 
had no intention of shaking it, but realized that the longer he kept his hand held 
out, the more unsportsmanlike he would look, and the more anyone who had seen 
the exchange would think he was a huge dick. Always a plus if Justin wanted to win. 
It was a good ten or fifteen seconds before Justin placed his hand back down on his 


lap. 


“Dude, not cool.” The athletic looking kid added from where he was sitting. It 
seemed that he and Yosuke were watching from where they were sitting. Hell, even 
Yosuke seemed a little disgusted by the dressed-up kid’s lack of sportsmanship, and 
he was supposed to be competing with Justin, not supporting him. 


“Nah, it’s cool. He wants to make himself look like an ass in front of this whole 
auditorium of potential voters, then he can go right ahead. More votes for us.” 


The kid’s eyes widened slightly as the words left Justin’s mouth. He hadn’t 
considered how he would appear to the voters had they seen that exchange. He 
quickly jolted his hand back out to try and remedy the situation. 


“Oh uh...! Name’s Hisako! Pleased to make your acquaintance.” 


Justin reluctantly took a grip of Hisako’s hand, giving it a firm shake. The voters 
could all see what both were doing, so he had to not look like a complete douche 


while he was up there. However, they couldn’t hear them yet, so he was more than 
willing to give Hisako a verbal smackdown, should it be needed. 


“The feeling’s not mutual.” 


Justin turned his head around after the shake so that his eyes could make contact 
with the guy in the track suit. 


“And | take it you’re Daisuke.” 


Daisuke reached over Yosuke to give Justin a hand-shake of his own. Justin hated to 
admit it, but Daisuke was probably going to be his biggest competition. He was 
nice, charismatic, and most of all, popular. All the same, he’d rather have Daisuke 
win than Yosuke. He shook Daisuke’s hand before withdrawing his grip from over 
Yosuke’s lap. 


“Nice to meet you, man.” 
“Alright, everybody settle down!” 


The roar of the crowd slowly started to die down as the history teacher spoke into 
the podium’s microphone. Justin smiled slightly. At least King Moron was nowhere in 
sight; he could only imagine that this entire process would be a lot more painful 
with him making snide remarks about each of the candidates. All the same, the 
teacher started to go into a long speech about the duties of being a class president 
and all that shit. Justin felt like falling asleep listening to this useless speech, but 
alas public appearances can be a bitch. 


“Do you think Justin will do alright?” Yukiko whispered to Chie from the crowd. Yu, 
Chie, and Yukiko had all been standing next to each other in the middle of the 
crowd. 


“| hope so...” 


“| don’t know,” Yu interrupted, “Yosuke can be annoying at times, but at least 
people know who he is. | don’t think Justin really knows anyone outside of 
homeroom.” 


“Yeah, | thought so too... “ Chie sighed slightly. “This speech is going to make it or 
break it for him.” 


There was a short pause in discussion between the three as they all looked up- 
towards the stage. The teacher had just stepped off the podium, allowing Hisako to 
get up onto the podium. Justin gave him a slight roll of the eyes from where he was 
sitting, though no one in the audience really noticed. 


“My fellow students...” 


“How many f-bombs you think he’s going to drop?” Yu whispered to the three again, 
clearly uninterested in Hisako’s speech. They had all agreed they were going to 
vote for Justin, since he had the most to lose from this bet; so they really didn’t 
need to hear any of the speeches other than Yosuke’s and Justin’s. 


“| made him censor them out.” 
“Alrighttttt... How many WERE there.” 
“Thirty two.” 

“He is so screwed.” 


“Maybe if we all throw in a bit of money each we can try to pay Yosuke on Justin’s 
behalf...” Yukiko interrupted the two. 


None of the three were particularly fond of the idea if paying for Justin’s bet, but 
they all knew damn well he couldn’t afford to lose that money. They all sighed 
slightly turning their attention back to Hisako. He was going on and on about some 
three-step plan he had made to help better the school’s learning experience. Chie 
groaned slightly. She hadn’t voted for Hisako last year for the exact same reason 
she wouldn’t vote for him this year; assuming of course Justin’s bet were not a 
deciding factor for the three. He always came across like he thought he was better 
than everyone. And god knows for someone who claimed to have a three-step plan, 
he was unorganized as all hell. 


“People voted for this guy last year?” Yu spoke up. It seemed he had been thinking 
along the same lines as Chie. 


“| did.” Yukiko answered slightly surprised at Yu’s remark. Yu immediately wanted 
to take it back; god knows he didn’t need to give Yukiko a reason to think he was 
looking down on her. “He raised a lot of good points last year.” 


“Yeah, but he’s so stuck up.” Chie interrupted. 


“Eh... | kinda agree with Chie.” Yu tried to put it delicately. He didn’t want to make 
Yukiko feel bad for her choice but... Her choice was just so bad. Like, he couldn’t 
even pretend he would vote for this guy. At least she didn’t seem offended by the 
two’s comments. Yu shrugged slightly before turning back up to the podium. 


“Remember, a vote for me is a vote for a better future.” 


“Ugh, that was so bad.” Chie and Yu said in complete synchronization. 


Back up on the stage Hisako had took his seat next to Justin again, a high-and- 
mighty smirk on his face. If this were any other opportunity Justin probably would 
have smacked him across his smug ass face. His speech wasn’t even that good. He 
just used lots of big synonyms to try and make his terrible ideas sound really smart. 
All the same, a few claps could be heard in the audience, though, not enough to 
really call it an ovation. He’d like to think it was the really smart kids that were 
doing it, but he knew it was the dumb ones who had no idea what he said, but 
thought it sounded smart anyway. Justin shook his head slightly. 


“Thank you, Hisako. Our next speaker is a transfer student from homeroom 2-2. 
We'd like to welcome Justin Tylor to the podium.” 


Justin groaned slightly. His stomach was completely full of butterflies at this point. 
He didn’t want to talk; he just wanted to go home and cut his losses. If he was going 
to lose, do it with dignity, right? 


“You’re up, dude.” Yosuke smirked. 
“| heard.” 


“So how you plan on beating that speech?” Justin raised an eyebrow slightly. Easily. 
It wasn’t a very good speech, as much as Yosuke seemed to believe it was. 


“By doing what | do best: plagiarizing the shit out of other people’s speeches.” 


Yosuke’s eyebrows shot up almost immediately as Justin stood up out of his seat. 
What in the hell was that supposed to mean...? And why did it not settle quite too 
well with him. Justin stretched his back out slightly before walking up to the podium, 
the dead silence torturing him as he made his way to the spotlight. He walked 
slowly as to procrastinate talking for as long as possible. Hell, even when he made it 
to the podium, it took him a few moments to speak up. He wasn’t very fond of 
people watching him lose his religion. 


“Hello, ladies and gentlemen of... here. You may not know me, but | recently 
transferred to this school from California. I'm here to ask you all a question. Is a 
man not entitled to the sweat of his brow?” 


“Oh no, he isn’t...” Yosuke whispered to on the sidelines. 
“Isn't what?” Daisuke spoke up in response. 

“He’s totally stealing the speech from the intro to Bioshock!” 
TERK 

“Dude, how can you be so calm about this?” 


“Well... | sorta stole that wolf pack speech from the Hangover for mine.” 


“What? Didn’t you do that last year?” 
“If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it.” 


Yosuke groaned slightly. It seemed he was the only one who had actually gone out 
of his way to write his own speech. 


“‘No!' says the man in California, 'It belongs to the education system.' 'No!' says the 
man in the public school, 'It belongs to the teachers!’ 'No!' says the other 
candidates, 'It belongs to me.' | rejected those answers; instead, | chose something 
different. | chose the impossible. | chose... Yasogami. A school where the artist 
would not fear the censor. Where the student would not be bound by petty rivalries. 
Where the great would not be constrained by the small! And with the sweat of your 
brow, Yasogami can become your school as well.” 


“What the hell is he doing...?!” Chie said in an aside to the other two in the crowd. 


“What do you mean?” Yu responded. He thought Justin was doing pretty good so 
far; even if he did immediately recognize that he ripped the speech off from 
Bioshock. 


“This isn’t the same speech we worked on last night!” 
“It isn’t? So wait, he’s...” 

“Improving.” 

“This is not gonna end well...” Yu moaned slightly. 


Justin paused for a moment, taking in the sight of the crowd to see how they were 
reacting. Nothing particularly positive, though it seemed he had caught their 
attention. 


“lam not promising to lead you all like sheep to the grass. If we all want to make a 
better school, we are all going to have to work hard. We cannot put our faith all into 
one person to guide us to nirvana. What | am promising, however, are the tools to 
make Yasogami just as much your school, as | have made it mine. What | am calling 
for, is not your faith in one man to control you all, but rather, a call to revolution! 
The change lies within you, my fellow classmates; not some posers pretending they 
offer you the solution to all your griefs. | am offering you, not a solution to your 
woes, but the change we need to start an uprising; something my opponents sadly 
cannot and will not offer. After all, how can we win when fools like Yosuke can be a 
king?” 


Yosuke groaned slightly from his seat. He hadn’t even spoken yet, and he already 
was getting struck by Justin’s jabs. It was gonna be hard to make a comeback if 
people bought into what Justin was saying. Which some of them were giving the 
looks being exchanged by some in the crowd. 


“You know what | say? | say we’ve had enough of their interchanging mind control; | 
say, come let the revolution take its toll! We'll rise up and take the power back! It’s 
time those fucking fat cats had a heart attack!” 


“Oh dear god he said it.” Chie groaned from her spot in the audience. 


This is what the three of them had been dreading when they realized Justin had 
started improving. If he got to into his speech, he’d stop censoring himself; and 
then stuff like this would happen. Strangely enough though, Justin’s lack of tact had 
actually riled up the crowd. Some people were shocked that he had outright 
dropped an f-bomb in front of the teachers, while others were getting more than a 
little excited by Justin’s aggressive call to arms. Technically, there were no rules 
saying the students couldn’t swear, so the teachers were sort of stuck watching on 
dumbstruck by his speech. They had no grounds on which to interrupt the speech, 
other than it being tasteless as all hell. 


“It seems to be working at least.” Yu added having scanned over the audience. 


“That’s what concerns me. What if they actually think he wants to start a 
revolution?” 


“I think he does... Also why are you pronouncing revolution like that?” 

“Huh? Oh sorry, it’s something Justin does. | guess it kind of rubbed off on me.” 
“| don’t know, it sounds pretty cool. Like its’ French something.” 

“You know, he said the exact same thing to me once.” 


The three of them turned their attention back to Justin, still in the middle of his call 
for an uprising. It was a wonder the teachers hadn’t cut him off yet. 


“Their time has come to an end! We have to unify and watch our flags ascend! From 
school security, to every enemy; we'll be on their property, standing in V formation! 
And you!” 


Justin stepped away from the podium opting to get into the other candidates faces. 
Chie, Yu, and Yukiko simply responded by placing their hands over their faces, only 
a slight crack in their fingers to give them a view of what was going on. They could 
barely stand watching what could very well be Justin fucking himself over big time. 


“You three, trying to run the company. You all want to fuck us over like you’re a 
Kennedy. You know what | think? | think we’d rather be burning all of your 
information!” 


“Dude...” Yosuke whispered to Justin, Justin’s finger still sticking up in Yosuke’s face. 
At least before he was stealing from speeches, now? Now he was just throwing out 
every song lyric he can think of. And it was working! The crowd burst into applause 


as Justin got up into the three of their faces; enthralled by the raw emotion Justin 
had been showcasing. The speech itself was just a mish mash of different song 
lyrics, but god be damned if Justin didn’t have good delivery. All the same Justin ran 
back up to the podium to start addressing the crowd again. 


“Make no apology, my fellow classmates! It’s death or victory! On my authority, 
crash and burn, young and loaded! And for all you people in the audience right now, 
biting your tounges; Quit holding out, and draw another breath, you fucking 
pussies.” 


The audience started to burst out in another uproar, only this time it was more of a 
‘oh no you didn’t’ kind of uproar as opposed to ‘yeah, revolution, let’s go break 
some shit.’ 


“Does that count us?” Yukiko spoke up. 


“I... think so...” Chie wasn’t even sure who that insult was supposed to be directed 
towards, or what it was supposed to mean, but it sure as hell riled up the crowd. 
Say what you want about Justin being blunt, or unoriginal; it could sure incite a 
crowd. 


“We shall not stumble, we shall not fall. We shall not crumble, no we shall stand tall! 
Not even a seven nation army could hold us back now!” 


“What!? He’s quoting a song about paranoia!?” Yosuke shouted from his seat. 
Daisuke only seemed to laugh besides Yosuke. Even he was getting into Justin’s 
performance here. 


“Viva la Revolution! Yasogami, Uber Alles!” 


And with that Justin ended his speech by smacking the microphone off the podium. 
It was unnecessary; but damn did it feel good. He huffed out some hot air before 
taking his seat again, the audience bursting out into a roar of Support much to his 
embarrassment. He had pretty much just made a speech about starting a riot in the 
school, and people were CHEERING. He wasn’t sure whether to be happy, or deeply 
concerned. Yosuke and Hisako just looked at Justin, completely flabbergasted by his 
little show up there. Daisuke, only responded by laughing harder. 


“Dude... What, the hell...?” Yosuke choked up. 


“Ugh, | knew | should have had three smokes instead of two.” Justin almost had to 
cover his mouth. He had just openly admitted to smoking in front of goody-two 
shoes here. Luckily, it seemed he had taken that as a joke as opposed to a fact. 


“| thought it was pretty good.” Daisuke spoke up over his laughter. 


“Well, | guess people know who you are now...” Yosuke added. 


“Well that was certainly... Interesting...” the history teacher spoke up from the 
podium, preparing the way for Yosuke’s speech. 


“I’m not sure interesting is the right word.” Yu said in an aside to Chie and Yukiko. 


“| have to admit... It did kind of get me pumped up.” Chie added, a slight smile 
stretching across her face. 


“I'd be lying if | said it didn’t for me too.” Yu smirked. That was literally the worst 
possible speech Justin could have given; but if riling up the crowd like that? He was 
sure to get a good chunk of the votes. They just hoped that he wouldn’t get enough 
to be president. They would all be SO fucked if he did. 


“You think we should still vote for him?” 


“Absolutely not.” 


